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How many roads to Fairyland, when Spring, on flower- 
feet 

Takes to the emerald trail again, while silver raindrops 
beat 

Against the golden armour of the gay Paladin, Sun; 

How many roads to Fairyland, before the day is done? 


Oh, there’s a road, a woodsy road, all feathery and 
green; . 

A dogwood road, a secret road, where pale wind-flowers 
lean, 

And there’s a meadow path that runs to meet the 
Spring’s clear call 

With brooks to silver-fringe its skirts beyond a broken 
wall. 


And there’s a road that meets the sea and takes its blue 
embrace, — 

A road that ends in fairy-foam, more delicate than lace. 

And there’s a mountain road that climbs to kiss a 
stooping star, 

Where shadows drift with purple veils, where slim pine- 
candles are. 
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A dozen roads to Fairyland! And other roads there be— 

The endless roads, the happy roads, that new, young 
lovers see; 

The highways, straight to Heaven’s blue, that mothers, 
young and wise, 

Can follow when they bend to kiss a baby’s blesséd eyes. 


Oh, Fairyland is not so far, with all the world to roam, 

And Fairyland is very near, for trails may end in home; 

And every heart with seeing eyes may read the signs and 
know 

That there are roads to Fairyland, wherever they may go. 


IN MEMORIAM 


I ru1nk he must have been so loath to go! 
Life wears — at sixteen — such a gallant face, 
The door not yet quite closed on boyish things, 
The road to manhood just outside, each day 
Sealing a promise with the setting sun. 
We must not think of him as dead, for that 
Young courage of the high-held head lives on, 
And knows a wider, greener field than ours, 
Rejoices in a sun more gold, in stars 
Made vocal by the singing breath of God — 
Oh, there are play fields there, in Paradise, 
And happy comrades; there is work for hands 
So young and willing; there are trees and bloom 
And sunlit vistas for the dear, young eyes, 
And there is rest at night. 
No tears for him, 

Who has eternal wisdom now, and peace, 
But for the others, whose devoted feet 
In service set, may not yet follow him, 
The tears of nations fall and in the heart, 
The Universal Heart of Parenthood, 
The wound must bleed. No barriers are here 
Of space or rank — First Woman and First Man, 
Mourning their son, lay spirit hands in ours, 
And there’s no mother, in this lovely land 
Which honors them, whose seeing eyes are dry — 
He has not died — that tall, belovéd boy, 
But they, they die a hundred little deaths — 
Remembering. 

God, give them comfort, now — 
Strength of your hills and courage of your skies 
Be with them in that lonely, ancient house; 
Be with that father who has lost his son 
For just this little earth-while; be with her 
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Who thinks back to the baby at her breast, 
And knows, as peasant-heart or queen must know, 
The stark immensity of mother grief, 


And devastating tears. 
God, help her now! 


VIGIL 


I THINK that life has spared those mortals much — 
And cheated them of more — who have not kept 
A breathless vigil by the little bed 
Of some beloved child; they go, it seems, 
Scot-free, who have not known fear-haunted days 
And nights of terror, when the dim lamp burns 
And shadows menace from the waiting walls, 
While Life and Death, majestic, in the room 
Gigantic rise above the fret and rub, 
The petty prickings of small goads, and all 
One has, and yearns to have, is, ruthless, flung 
Into a fragile balance. 

Hours pass 
While on the thread of weary, childish breaths 
The issue hangs. Then, one comes close to God, 
Waiting and watching; and the hoping heart 
Seems branded with the clutch of helpless hands 
That leave long scars; 

And when the turning tide 
Bears life upon its slow, triumphant surge, — 
When tortured eyes grow calm, and when a voice 
Speaks feebly — but speaks again — I think 
The watchers’ eyes see, radiant, a dawn 
Break on a newer world, a world more fair 
Than ever world has seemed to them before. 
God’s mercy is as sunlight in the room; 
And hearts that through the endless night were crushed 
Between the millstones of despair and hope 
Are free to sing. 

Oh, life has spared so much — 
And less revealed — to those who have not known 
A breathless vigil by some little bed. 


TO A FAUN IN A FLIVVER 


No dream, no startled fancy, and no blur 
Of vision, grown beauty dimmed from life 
Lived breathlessly, among the dusty books 
Wherein dead Attic wonders move again, 
And woods are peopled with a fur-eared folk; 
No madness, this! — 

I saw him; watched him pause 
Where, on the street, the traffic, like a snake 
Of divers colours, wound its course; I saw 
Gold laughter in his wood-green eyes; the peak 
And point of ears, as, bare of head, he sat 
And waited on the signal disk; I saw 
Hot longing written on his wild, red mouth 
For other traffic, in another wide, 
Strange wilderness, where silence beats as loud 
As battle drums. Amazingly, I saw 
The brown hands fast upon the battered wheel 
Of that frail chariot, insanely pulsed 
With swift, mechanic fevers; shaken through 
With sound unholy; — 

Then he smiled, and passed; 
Goat-foot, in sombre shoe, upon the gears. 
Hail and farewell, my lost and lonely friend! 
Slim demi-god, strayed from another day 
To bring old romance to an asphalt town, 
Where fauns, in flivvers, dare pass lightly by 
On brazen highways, with the forest breath 
Loosing their hair, and with their magic eyes 
Stirring the passerby to sudden thirst 
For pagan passions, wilding ecstasies, 
By crystal pools in much-forgotten Greece. 


COWARD 


I, rHat shrank from knowing 
There must come a day 
When the earth winds, blowing, 
Warm with spring and gay, 
Shall not stir my wonder 
As they, careless, pass 
Where I huddle under ~ 
Coverlets of grass; 


I’m no longer fearing, 
If — you'll go before, 
Pause, the darkness nearing, 
At the open door, 

Beckon me, and smiling, 
Take the step ahead, — 
Death shall prove beguiling 

After you are dead! 


THE GUEST 


OcTosERr is a gypsy girl, a russet, laughing lass 

Whose bare, brown feet are light as down upon the 
gallant grass; 

A hoyden, with her flying hair all dappled red and gold, 

And with her carven, scarlet mouth, half-wistful and 
half-bold. 


Her breath is flame to leaf and bush, and where her feet 
have lain 

The crimson sumach marks her path, articulate as pain; 

She races with the singing winds, and listeners may hear 

The swinging of the heavy hoops that weight each little 
ear. 


She sets a torch to wood and field; she woos the ardent 
trees, 

And little, creeping vines weave nets to touch her naked 
knees, 

Her tattered, saffron skirts are spread like painted, 
buoyant wings, 

And if you cross her palm with gold she’ll tell you secret 
things. 


But when night rears her starry camp, I think she flings 
her down 

Beneath a dew-wet, sighing hedge, a hundred leagues 
from town, 

All careless of the weary way her happy feet have led, 


A CURE footsore gypsy lass with dry leaves for her 
ed. 


a Ill leave our door ajar, and on the window 
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Tl bid a waxen candle burn a slender flame and still; 
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T'll lay another supper place and set another chair 
Close to the little table spread with sweet and simple 
fare. 


I'll make the guest room flower-gay, and smooth the 
linen white, 

And burn a log upon the hearth to warm and leaping 
light, 

And then perhaps she’ll cross the sill and share our meal 
and rest, 

And we shall grow so wise who had October for our 
guest. 


11 


ZINNIAS 


AMAZING prim and proper, they, 
For all their gorgeous gowns, 
Stand up along the garden path 
And wear their bloom like crowns. 


The little flapper-flowers shake 
Their light, young heads in mirth, 

And gossip-ripples stir and break 
Above the warm, wet earth. 


But zinnias remain aloof 
From such alluring tones, 
And seem a half-forgotten proof 
Of vanished chaperons! 


They are great ladies, tall and proud, 
Whose love no stray bee wins, 

With haughty heads, by winds unbowed, 
And coloured crinolines! 
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FLAME FLOWERS 


Tue blinds of day are drawn; and gracious night 
With stars, like arrows, in her deep, dark heart, 
Drops swiftly down; and elfin snowflakes dance, 
To sighing measures of the winter wind, 
Soft-thudding, on the pane. 

This is the hour 
To driftwood fires dedicate. The hearth 
Holds ships and gardens prisoned in the logs, 
And memories of summer seas and woods. 
Here, where the flame burns scarlet-gay and blue, 
Great, glowing roses briefly bud and fade, 
And tall delphinium, sky-tinted, sways 
In sudden, golden showers of small sparks 
Like August sunlight. Here is ghostly spring, 
As well as summer; tulips, crimson-splashed, 
And sober violets, hooded in clear green, 
In evanescent beauty, bend and blow. 


Oh, who can shrink from winter’s austere ways 
Who loves a garden, and who, loving, tends 

The fire on his hearth, and who has eyes 

To see young summer blossom from the logs 

In crimson flame and frail, blue whorls of smoke? 
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GRANDMOTHER 


I sit within my son’s fine house 
And eat my son’s good fare, 

I’ve leather shoes and silken shawls 
And costly things to wear. 


My son’s young wife is cool and kind, 
Bids me to rest; and she 

Has taught her children sweet respect 
For age; and courtesy. 


But, oh, the heart of me is sick, 
The eyes of me are sore, 

For blue skies over County Clare, 
Sea winds, and gulls a-soar. 


I’m longing for the smell of peat, 
The smell of Irish sod, 

And for the feel of grass and earth 
My brown, young feet once trod. 


I'll never see those skies again 
Nor hear the soft, home tongue, 

Nor meet my lover, starry nights, 
As once, when I was young. 
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THE STREET OF FINE HOUSES 


I saw her, dragging limply down the street, — 
The street, where rows of brownstone houses look 
From curtained eyes, and wear, like some dim jewel, 
Traditional indifference. 

She was old, 
And scarcely woman, scarcely flesh and blood; 
Bone, merely, and a little, withered skin; 
A shape, half human, barely garmented, — 
A body, like an outworn apron, fit 
For quick discarding — Hardly fit to walk, 
With us, the Others, on this cleanly street — 
Yet, she had known youth, and she had known 
Joy in the sunlight, sorrow in the rain, 
Had sensed the great simplicities; the love 
Of God; the fear of hurt; the need for bread; 
Had dreamed a little; lain in some man’s arms, 
Felt the slow crouch of elemental things; 
Borne children; watched them die; grown old — 
All this she knew, perhaps recalls it yet; 
There’s nothing left, save Death, for her to learn — 
And even that, vicariously, she knows — 
We'll not know more, in time, we passers-by, 
We other women, when we reach the end. 
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NOCTURNE 


I know an elfin trysting place 
Where pale, tall birches sway, 

To tangle in their green embrace 

The little, singing stars that race 
With golden feet the opal street 
That paves the Milky Way! 


There winds, with lyric fingers, smite 
Their plaintive harps, the trees, 

While Pan flutes faintly through the night; 

A drowsy dryad, ivory-white, 
Exquisite gleams, and, harking, dreams 
Across his slim, brown knees! 
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NURSERY WINDOWS 


Wuits I lay fast asleep last night, 

The city trees all blossomed white 
With great, soft buds of snow: 

And when I woke, they beckoned me 

To run out in the street and see 
How fast such flowers grow. 


But when I came to where they stood 
In rows, just like a fairy wood, 
The sky turned black again; 
And from each bough the flowers fell 
Cut down by some dark witch’s spell 
With silver knives of rain. 
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SLEEPING BEAUTY 


Your kiss most strangely stings my mouth, 
It is a golden key, 

Unlocking, to a hushed surprise, 

The white, closed lids of spell-bound eyes, 
And setting gesture free. 


The wind blows silver from the South, 
With warning on its wings; 

It stirs that twisted, tangled mass 

(Which none save you had dared to pass) 
Of green and creeping things. 


The world swings back to little tears, 
And little dreams shall fade; 

A clatter from the court drifts out, 

I hear the laughter and the shout 
Of page and kitchen maid. 


But — I have slept a hundred years, 
In iv’ry silence wrapped, 
And what I dreamed you’ll never know 
As, bridal, at your side I go 
Whom kissing life has trapped. 
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JEDEDIAH TINGLE. . . 1750-1820 


(In the nature of a protest; addressed to those who 
would unmask him.) 


Ou, Jedediah Tingle, he has cast earth’s sheet aside, 

oe masked, upon a hobbyhorse, most gallantly does 
ride, 

He is galloping down highways that lie open to the sun, 

And on the little, secret paths where light-foot whimsies 
run. 


He ee moon-high and back again; he flings a challenge 
clear, 

That all who fashion nets of song may answer when 
they hear, 

And those who whittle golden jugs from hot stars 
falling fleet, 

May hear his hobbyhorse’s hooves across their court- 
yards beat. 


“Vendors of loveliness, word-cobblers wise, 
Weavers of fancy from silk o’ the skies, 
Huntsmen of Faéryfolk, captives to Pain, 
Makers of magic and castles in Spain; 


**T will have traffic with none, saving you, 
Vendors of Beauty, of sea foam and rue, 
Pilgrims to Meccas of unguessed delight 
Soldiers, crusaders in Truth’s endless fight; 


“Heralds of happiness, pages to grief, 

Serving the world’s heart in tireless fief, 

Fishers of dream-pearls, brokers of joy, 

Build me a fortress or carve me a toy, 
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“T will repay you in laughter, in tears, 
I will remember you over the years, 
Paint me a garden or bind me an elf, 
I will requite you with part of myself; 


“T am a Voice in the dusk-throat of night, 
I am a Bird in immeasurable flight, 

I am a Hand that shall answer your need, 
I am the Hope at the soul of your deed.” 


Oh, Jedediah Tingle is a guest on Talent’s sill, 

A visitor that silent comes and vanishes at will, 

He stirs the embers on your hearth and blows them to 
a flame, 

He breaks your bread and blesses it; and goes out as 
he came. 


He eaes a hobbyhorseshoe high above your lucky 
oor, 
And rides his hobbyhorse away, new coast lines to 
explore, 
He’s half pure Inspiration, and he’s half sheer Fantasy, 
But do not seek to hold him, Friends — White Magic 
must go free! 
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IN A DOWNTOWN CHURCH 


Tus is God’s house; and here, at crashing noon, 
The dim aisles echo to the pulsing tread 
Of weary feet; here, one is hushed; immune 
From fret and fever, and the need for bread 
Through quiet moments. From the painted glass 
The light comes, tender as a choired prayer; 
Beyond the carven doors the world may pass 
Unheeded as the drift of empty air. 


There is great beauty here. A Christmas tree, 
A shining Star, a Manger; and the grace 
Of many wreaths; a window like the sea 
At splendid sunset; and the Christ’s grave Face. 
Much peace is here, where one may wait awhile 
In still delight; and then, refreshed, depart 
To walk the pavements of the world, and smile 
To feel a Promise sing within his heart. 


21 


AFTER THE MANNER OF A YOUNG DANCER 


SumMER comes to the City 

After the manner of a young dancer 

In a cabaret. 

She enters into her own within a single hour, 
Not shyly, but with self-possession, 

And to music, 

Blatant and whining — 

There is a tawdry dust upon her; 

Heavily scented, she comes, 

Scorching of breath; 

Her eyes are seeking and brilliant, 
Generous her charms, sophisticated, 

Ripe for a careless taking— 

She is a dancer, 

In the artificial coolness of a roof garden. 
Jewels are on her hands and on her ankles, 
Hot with colour; 

She does not go barefoot, ‘bat well-shod for the asphalt, 
She has no withdrawals, 

No feeling for reticence, 

No pretty reluctance, 

Even in dawn-time she is over-noisy — 


But there are delicate moments, 

In hushed places at twilight, 

Sometimes, in the park, 

Or suddenly, upon an empty street — 

In early evening, when one may catch her, 
Hold her close for a heartbeat, 

Kiss her mouth and discover 

Something of girlhood about her, 
Something of lovely dreaming, 

Of innocence, 
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Then she is sweet with new roses, 
Clean with the wide-blowing winds, 
And faintly, finely tremulous 

With stars. 
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A LITTLE PRAYER IN WINTER 


Now, when the fairy footprints of the snow 
Mark lace-fine patterns on the frosted pane, 
When trees, in shrouding ermine, stately go, 
And winter sunsets sky and earth-roads stain 
With lovely scarlet; now, when fires flare 
Red on the hearth, and twisted shadows creep 
On floor and wall, I make my little prayer 
That Thou in peace this quiet house will keep, 
That Thou in mercy will lean down to bless 
The love and service that walk gently here, 
And hold our feet on paths of humbleness, 
And make our eyes to see, divinely clear, 
The spring that waits on winter. Take, Oh, Lord, 
Our gratitude, who all these years have spent 
Gold coins of love, from love’s increasing hoard, 
And guide us through this winter of content. 
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THE LITTLE WINDS 


Tue little winds of Yesterday 
They blow across my sleep, 

With dear, lost laughter on their wings 
Till I am fain to weep; 

For they bring word of precious things 
I had not wit to keep. 


The little winds from Otherwhere 
They beat against the door, 

With fragile, searching hands that bless 
My heart as once before; 

They tune their throats of happiness 
To songs of Nevermore. 


Oh, little winds of Memory, 
Your restless ghosts I lay 

With plea and prayer, and bid you wing 
Back to our Yesterday; 

For what To-morrow’s wind may bring 
Of joy, what heart can say? 
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WAITING 


Aut day the questing flakes of snow 
Have starred the still, grey air 

Like nomad moths; and as I go 

About my household tasks, I know 
They fall, as soft as prayer. 


I have been happy all this day, 

Nor marked how hours flew; 
Have swept and baked and fashioned gay, 
Small, knitted things to store away 

Until a dream comes true. 


Now I shall light the lamp, and set 
Great logs to flaming red; 

I’ve time to watch the clock and fret — 

But here’s a book, leaves uncut yet — 
T’ll read and dream: instead! 


The gate-leg table’s laid, and clear, 
Frail glass and silver shine 

With ruddy lights. Soon I shall hear 

The hurried step; soon, feel the dear, 
Warm heart beat close to mine! 
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OBSTINACY 


WseEn I am dead, and have forgotten how 
The little primrose dawns come creeping up 
To laugh, across the sky; and how that cup 
Of amber wine, which is the evening star, 
Spills beauty, then as lavishly as now, 
Yea, and forgotten magic sound — the far 
Wild flutes of spring, I shall remember still 
Pale sunlight on your hair — and I shall hear 
Your voice in greeting, casual and clear — 
Small, lovely wounds — unhealed against my will. 


When I am dead, and have forgotten things 

As dear to me today as firelight, 
Child-laughter singing, silver rain at night, 

The first frost-fingers on the bare, brown trees — 
Fleet birds at sundown, spreading shadow wings, 

A rose, new-born — When I am blind to these, 
Exquisite earth-ways, which today I prize, 

Then, sifted dust, I shall remember yet 
That which of all I perish to forget, 

Your blithe indiff’rence and your friendly eyes. 
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SUTTEE 


ImmvuReE me not in earth, when red. blood sings 

No more, and my long empty hands are filled 

With dissolution, lest, some unborn May 

Death, and my limbs’ forgotten dust betray 

The secret life has kept. Warm earth’s too thrilled, 
To cognizant of wild, recurrent springs, 

Too big with growth, that her brown breasts could hold 
My secret safe. And in the dark, I’d turn 

To sense above me, as the light winds pass, 

A sudden shudder shake the startled grass, 

Violets leap to purple birth and burn 

Your name across my mouth’s fine, bitter mould. 


Enfold me not within the sea’s green shroud; 

Her restless opalescence yields no grave 

To my discarded flesh. Id stir and wake 

To tremble, lest my sheltered secret break 

In white foam-flowers on the shattered wave; 

Lest gull and hawk scream, harsh, your name aloud! 


Nay; when I die let those who would be kind, 
Couch me on boughs, flame-cut, as with a knife. 
Ashes are dumb! Down an aerial way 

They float, in mute indifference and gray, — 
Thus I, contemptuous of both death and life 
Would drift, suttee and silent, on the wind. 


TO ONE RETURNING 


SprinG shall come very gorgeously this year — 
Yet gently — lest her small, bare feet awake 
Dear dreams in young hearts stilled for Beauty’s 


sake — 
She shall sing softly — lest the Gallant hear 
And stir from peace. But you and I, my dear, 
Shall catch an elfin echo, and shall make 
A little holiday of love, and take 
Her perfumed gifts with eager hands, and clear, 
Unclouded eyes. Love shall be fair, this May, 
Dearer for tears, and deeper for long grief, 
Closer for absence, holy-hushed for pain, 
More fierce for longing, warmer for delay; 
And we shall find a rapture past belief 
In kisses, sweet as lilacs, wet with rain. 
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WIND MAGIC 


Tue wistful winds of springtime 
Leave languor in their wake; 

Light as a sigh their dreams drift by 
And idle hearts must break 

To see how, cool and fragrant, 
Arbutus flood-tides make. 


The azure winds of summer 
Have strange, enchanted ways; 

With scented hands weave silken strands, 
The tapestry of days, 

And, deep in green-gold magic 
The idle hearts amaze. 


But, oh, the winds of autumn, 
With piracy and strife, 

Race up to loot of russet fruit 
The trees with treasure rife, 
And stir, with tomboy laughter 

The idle hearts to life. 
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THE WALL 


I BUILD a wall between my soul 
And verity’s demand, 

A patchwork wall, a barrier 
Unstable as the sand. 


Blue teacups and a lustre bow], 
Books bound in scarlet suede, 
A footstool, rich with petit-point, 

Three figures, carved in jade — 


A candlestick of cloisonné, 
A rotund, silver clock, 

A handkerchief of convent lace, 
A sable-smothered frock — 


I plaster up the chinks between 
Each frail, unmatching two 
With quaint, adhesive memories 
For mortar, mixed with dew. 


The memory of winter moons, 
Of stars, caught in a tree, 
Of stranger voices in a crowd, 

Of flying fish at sea — 


And as I, piecemeal, build my wall, 
My soul behind it sits, 

And wonders when sledge hammer life 
Shall smash it into bits! 
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FIRST SNOWFALL 


My peaceful garden has revealed 
A martial nature over night; 
The trees with terror stand congealed 
To see a fortress, ivory white, 
Rear turrets by a battle-field 
Where trenches greet the startled sight. 


There warriors in stern array 

With missiles in each mittened hand 
March, grimly leggined, to the fray, 

A rosy-cheeked and ruthless band, 
While shapeless sentries guard the way, 

And melt a trifle as they stand! 


The battle cries sound shrill and clear, 
The patient wounded bravely fall, 
And (lest one shed a coward’s tear), 
Opposing captains, slim and tall, 
The casualties sustain and cheer 
By unofficial word or call. 


And when the fearful fight is done, 

The snow-clad sentinels still wait 
Beneath the menace of the sun 

Which sinks toward the western gate; 
And weary heroes homeward run 

Lest they for nursery tea be late! 
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PROPHECY 


Ir seems too much of power for Death to wield 
That, some day, Summer shall walk lightly here, 

The while I lie, with quiet eyes, sod-sealed, 
Beneath white dew, as fine-spun as a tear. 


Some day the robins will hold rendezvous 
Upon the sill, to beg the scattered crumbs, 
Some day the rain will drench the boxwood hedge, 
And beat its distant, faintly silver drums, 


And [I shall not be here to see or hark! 
Oh, surely, surely, somewhere, I shall know 
Just how the lilacs march to flutes of spring, 
And how slim-straight the silver birches grow. 


But they shall not remember; star and bird, 
Young, budding trees and flowers in the grass, 

Great lilacs, heavy with their purple foam 
They'll have forgotten me. So I shall pass 


Unmourned, from all this garden I have made, 
And sense no more if heaven’s grey or blue; 

Perhaps I shall not care. They will not care 
When Iam gone. And you, my dear, and you? 
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A PRAYER FOR ANY SEASON 


I HAVE come back to quiet ways; to things 
Of silent wonder, instinct with delight; 
To dusk, that closes in like darkling wings, — 
To primrose dawns and lamplit, hearth-warm night; 
To mending bag, to laughter, and old books, 
To loud-voiced clock and table laid for tea, 
And that brown urchin of a dog who looks 
From sandwich plate to mistress, wistfully — 


And when my coloured garden whitely sleeps, 
The cedar chest, where lace and linen lie, 

With lavender and rose-leaf fragrance keeps 
The memory of bluest summer sky! 

Thus, Lord, my spirit keep — in humbleness; 
In still simplicity of gentle days, 

This house, the love within it, lean to bless 
And hold our feet upon the homely ways. 


VENDORS OF BEAUTY 


Let us have traffick with none but the Vendors of 
Beauty! 
Let us disdain 
The infinitely trivial wares 
Of petty and unlovely merchants 
Who bicker and barter and perish. 
Let us deal with the Sun! 
Let us purchase of Moonlight! 
Let us buy from the intricate Stars! 
Jewels and colour and dreamdust, 
Dawn — and the dark pallor of Nightfall, 
Let us possess these! 
Spring has exquisite good on her counters, 
Delicate jade and amethyst, 
Drifting delights of cloud-spume; 
And Summer has topaz to offer, — 
Emerald and brave, crimson rose-bloom; 
Autumn has amber and rubies, 
Winter, his crystal and diamonds! 
Let us buy unwritten music, 
Tree song, 
And the sound 
Of brooks, dancing with silvered feet, 
Over the shining, brown boulders; 
The light, fantastic melodies of rain, 
The terrifying symphonies of storm, 
And the marvellous simplicity of bird-note — 
Let us buy perfumes: 
Lilacs, wet with the rosy tears of Dawn, 
Lilies at Twilight — 
Roses, hot and red, at Noontide — 
Flower-fragrance, 
And the odor of fecund Earth. 
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Shall we possess these? 

The price is so little! 

The dedication of a soul, 

The fine allegiance of a heart, 

An unceasing hunger — 

Let us have traffick with none but the Vendors of 
Beauty — 

Only in Beauty is Peace 
And Pain. 
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BOOKS 


From these worn pages, thumb-marked by the years, 
The scent of wisdom rises, and the scent 
Of tears that once were Helen’s, and of dust 
Which, drifting lightly on Aegean air 
Remembers Troy. 

Old books, in shabby cloth, 
Lift smging voices in old battle cries, 
While ancient laughter gilds the faded print, 
And all the verities of passion run, 
Like scarlet threads, through words the gods first used 
To listening men. 

Old books have taught me much; 
Have woven cords of silk to snare my feet, 
Enchanted me with magic. Yet I learn 
More from your eyes, a sharper knowledge from 
Your hands’ least gesture, more of truth and peace 
From your courageous gaiety, more deep, 
Cool wisdom from your shining silences 
Than ever Homer dreamed. But he was blind; 
And I have sight. Alone, I learn to read 
The book of your grave beauty, and the song 
Of high endeavor, which men call your life. 
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SINCE YOURS THE WILL 


Since yours the will to ride away, 
Why did you leave with me 

This same gay loveliness of earth, 
Of sun and sky and sea? 


I can forgive you for all things; 
Yet, had it not been kind, 

With your own hands, before you went, 
To strike these two eyes blind? 


I can endure the nights and days, 
Their shallow ebb and flow, 
But, ah, unbearable to feel 
The sting of beauty so! 
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SONG FOR AUTUMN 


TuERE’s little sense in grieving 
For summer’s vanished grace, 

With west winds busy weaving 
The sea to azure lace. 


There’s little sense in sorrow 
For summer’s unchecked flight, 
When, red, upon the morrow 
Courageous trees will light 


The immemorial fires 

From silent height to height, 
Against the dark desires 

That speed the coming night. 
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BABY CLOTHES 


Sue made them all by hand; and, smiling, set 

Row after row of tiny stitches there, 

Diminutive and straight; the fragile lace, 

Faint yellow now with years, was whipped just so 
By patient, happy fingers; ribbons graced 

Each small absurdity; and tied the sleeves 

That seemed elf-fashioned for an elfin arm. 

I wonder what she dreamed, month after month, — 
What thoughts were hers, too sacred, dear for speech; 
What fears crept greyly in, what shadows grew 
Behind her eyes —She was so very young 

And Life, with women, has such brutal ways — 
But arms were there to shelter her, and Love 

Most surely kissed the fear cloud from her eyes, 
And now that she is old — and he who wore 

With dimpled laughter, these outgrown things, 

Is man mature and scarred with growth and years — 
Does she look back with wistful heart and mind 

To days when he was all her own; to nights 

When, lying quiet in the great, old bed 

She felt his new life stirring at her heart? 

And is he worthy, he whom she calls son, 

By right of pain, and tenderness, of what 

With pointed needle and fine thread, she sewed 
Into these long discarded little clothes, 

The dreams, the prayers, the sacrifice and awe? 
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SONG FOR THREE SEASONS 
WueEre’s the balm in Gilead? 


Beauty’s but a name — 
Ah, but tides of autumn break, 
Ebb and flow, in flame. 


Dreams are dust and hope is wind, 
All bright things must end — 

Stay — the lavish roses seek 
Perfumed coins to spend! 


Casual hands the world have robbed 
Of its fragile bloom — 

Yet — the wild geese darkly fly 
Past a scarlet moon. 


Who may wholly wed despair, 
Who from life goes free, 

That has such a restless heart, 
That has eyes to see? 
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LOCKED DOORS 


I know a hundred secret things 
Which mortals cannot know — 

The way to tread out fairy-rings 

And how to weave a pair of wings 
From feathered flakes of snow. 

My fingertips are pink with spells, 
With magic, rosy-red, 

And to the silver sound of bells 

Up fairy dale, down fairy dells, 
My star-spun slippers tread. 


Oh, I am very wise — and yet 
Some things are dark to me, 

Long since, a mortal girl I met 

Whose wide, unseeing eyes were wet 
With water like the sea. 


I stole the drops (she did not guess) 
And they were salt and bright, 

I put them in a fairy press 

With grapes of bitter happiness, 
And brewed dark wine by night. 


I found her walking once again 

Where Dawn her trumpet blows, 
Her eyes were dry of that strange rain, 
And on her mouth a scarlet stain 

Had blossomed as the rose. 


I stole the crimson bud, and made 
A ruby for my hair, 
But, oh, my wisdom’s cloak is frayed 
And on my breast a weight is laid 
To wound me everywhere. 


A mortal kiss, a mortal tear 
And all my wisdom endeth here! 
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THE CHILD IN THE AUDIENCE 


I watr all year for Christmas, then, 

It comes — and goes away again — 
The Christmas tree turns sorry-brown 
And all its needles flutter down, 

The tinsel balls are broken, and 

The brand-new penknife cuts my hand! 


But picture-houses seem to me 
An all-year-roundish Christmas tree, 
With coloured lights that twinkle out 
And music singing all about, 

With happy faces, and a play 

Where tall grown-ups dress up all day! 


And I may sit and watch them go, 
In truly fairy tales, you know, 
Across the screen, and they do seem 
Like people in a lovely dream, 

And every time I watch them there 
It feels like Christmas in the air! 
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COLOURS 


LirrLe names for colours 
Sing, to heart and ear, 

Lyrical enchantments 
Marvellously clear. 


As cool rivers, lilting, 
Through deep, magic shade, 

Are moss-green and olive, 
Powder-blue and jade. 


Scarlet shouts like soldiers, 
Gray sings soft of sleep. 

Mauve hymns love remembered 
Out of dreams, sea-deep. 


Peach is whispered music 
On a happy breath, 

White and black are silent, 
Mute as Life or Death. 
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NEW HOUSES 


Funny little mushrooms, 
Sprung up over night, 

Perky brick and stucco 
Gallant red and white. 


Each just like its neighbor, 
Solemn rank and file. 

Glass cage of verandah 
Splendid as a smile! 


In the brand-new windows 
Signs that boast and plead, — 
Little stone shells waiting 
Each to fill a need. 


One just like its neighbor, 
Roof and sill and wall, 
Listening for footsteps 
In the empty hall. 


When Life takes possession 
You shall see them smile, 

All those new-sprung mushrooms, 
Solemn rank and file. 


Children’s stubby fingers 
Printing on the wall, 

Stumbled, new-learned footsteps 
All along the hall — 


Then the little houses 
Living hearts shall know, 
Proud new Homes, all standing 
In a quiet row. 
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SONNETS IN MEMORIAM 
I 


Ou, I have learned to vanquish lesser loss, 

The arrogant, white ache of widowed flesh, — 
From harvest memories have learned to thresh 
The chaff of longing senses; this, I toss 

To winds, obliterating. In his cell 

The prisoner for life learns oblique peace, 

Once cognizant there shall be no release, 

No sudden freedom, this grey side of hell. 

But these I cannot bear — birdsong through rain, 
Old gardens, yielding colour; and the low, 

Red lantern of the moon; the scarlet stain 

Of roses, shod with dew. You loved them so. 
The stoic flesh is stone; but Beauty bears 

Thin swords, to pierce the quick soul unawares. 


II 


They laid you in a very quiet place, 

With ancient rite, and ancient, lovely speech, 
And ancient earth, through which no cry may reach, 
Flings immemorial grass above your face. 

I am a pilgrim to this gentle spot, 

And linger here, somehow unstirred by grief, 
That you lie hidden here is past belief, 

Such certainty I have that you do not. 

The grave is kinder to me than your room, 
You lived in that; it wounds me with your eyes, 
It blinds me with your smile, remote and wise, 
And weaves your gestures on a secret loom; 
The very walls take voice. Alone, I save 

My weary reason by your empty grave. 
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WINTER RAINS 


Tue rains of spring are little drums 
To wake the earth to life, 
But winter rains are steely cold 


And cut one like a knife. 


The summer rains are laughing elves 
That run along the eaves, 

But winter rains are somber ghosts 
Borne on a wind that grieves. 


The autumn rains are bold and gay 
And sing a challenge clear, 

But winter rains creep to the earth 
So heavily and drear. 


Yet they have silver moments too, 
And little gusts of song, 

And strange, stark beauty in their ways, 
As cold as steel, as strong. 
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FRAGMENT 


A stitL, midsummer pool. 
Amethyst air, 

Just visible. 

Heat, 

Dancing and sentient 

As flecks of gold dust. 

Dragon flies, darting 

With the blue flash of stilettos 
Over the reeds, 

The whispering reeds, graceful as young girls, 
Swaying to secret music 

And to remembered laughter, 
Listening. 

Pond-lilies — 

Floating, 

Little, lost ivory faces, 

Dreaming and wet, 

As those of frail women’ 

Drowned 

For Love’s sake, 

Still fragrant 

With memory of kisses — 

Silence, 

And breathless expectation 

Till, with the coming of twilight 

A cool breeze spreads wide, grey wings, 
Brushing 

The patient trees to subtle stirrings, 
To low-voiced singing — 

In the pool 

One star; 

Low in the soft, darkening sky-way 
A silver shaving 

Slim and curled — 

The moon. 


48 


THE SILENT SINGER 
“Poor soul! At forty — written out!” they said; 
“She who wore youth as queens should wear a crown, 
With careless pride; she who was song itself, 
A second Sappho, flaming, meteor-wise 
Across our sight — 

Well, may God pity her, 
Who bore a priceless gift in her two hands 
And let it perish.” 

This they said. And she 
Listened to rumour on an idle wind, 
Smiling. She knew, none better, how the ear 
Dulls to the sound of far, celestial harps, 
When little children, nearer than the stars, 
Make ceaseless clamour; and full well she knew 
How fingers, swift to comfort and to heal, 
To bake and sew and set a home to rights, 
Forget, and soon, the magic ways they had 
With pen and ink, the tricks of phrase and rhyme; 
And how a breast, whereto a man might come 
For ease and peace, wherefrom blind, fumbling lips 
Have drawn life, whereon small, helpless heads 
Have leant, in slumber and in childish pain, 
No more may lift, exultant, to the call 
Of sterile Beauty, phantom of the night, 
Hidden behind a star, or caught in dew — 
She knows. And in her heart the great poems sing 
The Odyssey of Life. She knows and smiles, 
Sensing the whispered pity of her world, 
And caring not at all. For she has lived 
More lyrically than that dead Lesbian sang, 
Nor mocked at life by cloaking it in words 
That men might marvel. She has loved — and loved, 
And given, given, given, with each breath, 
With hands and heart and feet in service set, 
And has no need of pity, no, not she! 
“Poor soul! At forty — written out!” they said. 
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THE FIELDS OF SUNSET 


T nave had an hour of wild wonder, 

I have seen the great plough of the sun, 
Plunging, tear the scarlet sky asunder, 
(Surely, there was sound of rending thunder?) 

While, in flaming furrows, one by one, 
Stately lilies blossomed, mauve and gold, 

Firebright and sheathed in wistful green, 
Flung like rockets, splendidly and bold, 
Upward, from the colour-sown mould 

By a Hand unerring and unseen. 


With the passing of the plough comes night, 
Night, the peacock, veiling sunset sod 

With dark feathers, pricked with eyes of light, 

Walking proudly for the earth’s delight 
Through the quiet garden fields of God. 
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GYPSY 


Tuere’s fire on the hearth; and light 
Against the drawn shade, 

And arms to hold me through the night, 
In harbour, unafraid. 


The snow strums tunes on door and pane, 
The shadows in the room 

To genii wax, then, sudden, wane 
To red-rose trees in bloom. 


There’s bread to eat from painted plates, 
And jugs of silver, bright, 

Embrace the yellow cream that waits 
On simple appetite. 


But — Id be off, beyond the sill, 
And, where the snow drifts deep; 

I'd climb that distant, highest hill 
And call the winds from sleep. 


I grow too soft by hearth and lamp, 
And I would taste again 

The perils of the open camp, 
And snow— and wind — and rain — ! 
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IN A GARDEN 


So much I had to tell you when we met, 

After long, weary days, dream-fretted nights — 
Tiny confessions to old plaint-songs set, 

Snatches of humour, grief or sped delights — 
Stories of people — plays seen — volumes read — 

And all the things which make life’s little while, 
Homely and real and intimate. I said, 

Counting the hours, “hearing this — she’ll smile —” 
And then, — the moonlight at the garden’s heart, 

And then —the starshine on your small, white 

throat, — 

And all that I had lived and dreamed, apart, 

Vanished. And from a distant, drifting boat 
We heard the tinkle of a mandolin 

And clear, young laughter like a little lute, 
Dear, gay, young singing, faint and far and thin, 

And I, who had so much to tell, was mute, 
Under the somber splendour of the sky, 

Watching the scented shadows creeping, where, 
Deftly, a tiny jeweled firefly, 

Drew, like a star, his lamp across your hair. 
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YELLOW SUNSET 


I saw a yellow sunset 
Flame out above the street, 
And dance upon the housetops 
With careless, gilded feet. 


I saw a yellow sunset 

Thrust through the autumn gray 
And with a torch of saffron 

Burn all the clouds away. 


I saw a yellow sunset 
Touch, with a burnished wing, 
A little, common windowpane 
Into a lovely thing. 
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“HE TRAVELS FASTEST. . .” 


Tue life that lies behind me now, on many an alien 
road, 

Has lured me like a falling star, has whipped me like a 
goad; 

Has drugged me deep with heady wine, fresh from 
Adventure’s cask; 

Has laughed with me and wept with me and set me 
task on task. 


The life that lies behind me now, oh, it was wild and 
sweet, 

And all the years were mounts for me, youth-shod, 
surpassing fleet; 

We hunted down amazing ways, the flying years and I, 

No brook too chill, no path too rough, no hedge or 
gate too high! 


But now my mounts are stabled warm, we'll ride to 
hunt no more, 

ae fire burns upon my hearth and I have latched the 

oor; 

And, from the mocking little flames, lost arms reach 
out to me, 

And pictures flicker up and fade — not wholly good 
to see. 


“He travels fastest,” once was said, “who travels 
stark alone,” — 

Who listens to the voice of self, like stirring trumpets 
blown, 

But age forgets that challenge gay that youth once 
heard with pride, 

And he who must grow old alone has sorrow by his 
side. 
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THE COUNTRY SCHOOLHOUSE 


AutuMN that slim brown boy with laughing eyes, 
Has flung a torch and set the trees aflame, 
And builded fires on the distant slopes 
Of saffron-scarlet hills; and on his way 
Has set the school bells callmg. Now, I think 
The small, red schoolhouse on that country road 
That once I knew, is stung to sudden life, 
As through its doors, reluctant yet half glad, 
The children, with their dog-eared schoolbooks, go 
To take their places at the crooked desks, 
Inked and initialed by small, vandal hands 
Long since well-busied with more sober things 
Or, long since very still — 

I wonder if 
Recess is still as gay? if apples taste 
As wine-sweet yet? If Italy and Greece 
Are still pale pink and yellow on the map 
Against the plastered wall? And if the life 
Of blazing, little loves and enmities, 
Of triumph and despair, still burns and beats 
In that far schoolhouse, on the long, white road, 
Which, humbly, watches years go by outside 
And stands, serene, and from the plastic clay 
Of children, moulds good women and good men. 
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LIGHT 


Ou, light has ways as soft as silk, 
And ways as hard as steel; - 
Moonwater, lying white as milk 
Beneath the sky-boat’s keel, 
Or sunshine on the city streets 
That harsher than brass cymbals beats. 


There’s light across a bird’s fleet wing, 
And green light in a tree, 
And changing, opal lights that fling 
A net about the sea; 
And cool, blue light on hidden lakes 
Before the world to dawn-flush wakes. 


Light goes on little, purple shoes 
Across high drifts of snow, 

And light in light itself does lose 
Where sun-steeped gardens grow; 

And light as secret as closed skies 

Is back of dark, beloved eyes. 
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WHEN THE NIGHT LAMP BURNS 

r 
' Farner, lifting me on high, a 

Brings a dream of wind and sky; — 

Golden wind and tossing trees, 

Little leaves that race the breeze. 

When his arms about me go 

I can hear the great winds blow, 

Feel them hold me, close and long, 

Toss me, catch me, safe and strong! 


Mother, bending over me, 

Brings a dream of summer sea, 
Wide and quiet, where I float 

Like a little, lazy boat. 

When her heart beats close to mine 
I can see a great star shine, 

Feel a blue wave, warm and deep, 
Rock me, rock me fast asleep. 
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PORTRAIT 


Lire runs and ravels in her febrile hands, 

As multi-coloured strands of fraying wool, 
Here tangled and here straight. She understands, 
How frail the stamina of several strands, 

And dares not, for impatience, jerk — or pull. 


Intent, she winds. Engrossed, she knits a gay, 

Soft garment for her soul. And, smiling, knows, 
That, somewhere, Death, the little cat-at-play, 
Claws at loose ends with humourous delay, 

And still, on padded paws, comes —waits — and goes. 
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CHEATED 


Lire to the childless woman spoke, and said, 
“See, I have spared you anguish, pain and loss.” 
“Ah! but the soft weight of a helpless head — 
Mary had that — before she faced the Cross!” 


Hearing the whisper, wise Life questioned her: — 
“What when small fingers clutching at your heart 
Find strength to tear? Not frankincense nor myrrh 
May heal wide wounds from which the red drops 
start. 


“You have not felt that trampling of feet 
That, eager, spurn the doorsill for the wide 
Unturning road.” “Aye, but the hurt were sweet, 
And [ had waited patiently!” she sighed. 


Bending the nearer, Life made low reply, — 
“What of your man? You have not shared, but 
kept 
Each other’s love, entire!”? ‘‘You do not know, as I, 
How dear he would have been with them!” she wept. 


And Life fell silent, musing on this thing, 
Watching the empty hands and humbled head, 
Hearing a voice most piteously ring, 
“How you have cheated me and mine!”’ it said. 


59 


OLD HOUSES 


Op houses, smiling in the sun, or patient under rain, 

To which the homing, bright-winged birds return to 
nest again; 

Old houses, dreaming through the years, enduring, 
quiet, strong, 

With tangled gardens at their feet, where roses run 

like song, 

Have guests and secret revelry within their empty 
walls; 

The ghosts of ancient laughter creep through cobweb- 
clouded halls, 

The feet of love, the feet of youth, go tinkling through 
the rooms, 

And every year the garden wakes to coloured life and 
blooms. 


Old houses, long deserted, hold such memories of life, 

Such living memories of hope, of failure and of strife, 

And from their shattered windowpanes young faces 
seem to peer, 

seis voices echo from the sills, young voices, gay and 
clear. 

Where Life has been, no emptiness can banish Life 
today; 

Old houses, dreaming of the past, have knowledge of 
the way 

That leads again to yesteryear, while seasons change 
and shift, 

And with the spring the worn steps lie, half hid in 
blossom-drift. 


Old houses, dreaming in the sun, — they have such 
lonely charms, — 
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They stand, with hope to comfort them, with wide, 
entreating arms, 

And wait for living Love to come, for little feet to 
stra 

Through hall and door and room again, the old familiar 
way. 
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NIGHT MOTHS 


Srrance, fragile, questing things! — which blunder, 
blind, 

Against the shining treachery of glass, 

Drum cobweb wings in vain; and, silent, pass 

Their jewel eyes hot with wonder, on the wind — 

As white as moon-dust, or as misty-green 

As leaves in spring, or tawny, saffron brown, 

They yield their bodies delicate, dim down 

To cloud the meshes of a common screen. 


These are the souls of women, gossips say, — 
Light women, who have lightly loved too well, — 
Who found no peace beneath the quiet loam, 
And, flying wildly, at the close of day, 

Up from the small, dark paths of Love-in-Hell, 
They fight feebly to reach the lamps of home. 
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WINTER DAWN 


Tue sky is a blanket 
As drab as despair, 
The roofs huddle under 
Like beasts in a lair; 
The skeleton treetops 
Stretch shaking hands high 
To pray for release from 


The weight of the sky. 


A shudder, a quiver, 
And red through the gray 
A flame in the East spreads 
The carpet of day, 
To trumpets and drumbeats, 
To freedom and mirth, 
The gold feet of morning 
Walk over the earth. 
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THE PETTY SOUL 


Ou, if I go to Heaven 
I'll find it neat and small, 

With paved and pleasant pathways, 
And nothing grand at all. 


The wide fields of the blesséd 
They give on hill and sea, 
But unhorizoned beauty 
Is not for souls like me. 


My barren-breasted virtues 
Would be too ill at ease, 

A little heaven’s harbour 
Is best for such as these. 


And should hell be my portion 
T shall not know that one, 

Where gorgeous sinners shudder 
From sins which hide the sun. 


A little hell awaits me 
Of little sins and mean, 
A makeshift hell of hearsay 
Hypocrisy and spleen. 
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UPON GRADUATING 


Some day, when I have ceased to hear 
The scarlet songs my pulses sing, 

Forgotten dreams, turned stone to fear, 
And found my flesh a stoic thing, 


Perhaps [ll know — that have not known — 
Why laughter lurks beyond the stars, 

What preludes on west winds are blown, 
From pole to pole; and why the bars 


Of summer moonlight, argent, lie 
Across the green breast of the grass; 
And to what purpose men must die 
As furtive shadows pause — and pass. 


T’ll sit, remotely, in the sun, 
And read these answers in the air, 
And yet — when all is said and done, 
When once I know, I shall not care! 
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TO HELEN — SEWING 


Wuo could forget her, who has watched her hide 
Her smallness in the huge, engulfing chair, 
With sunshine on her hands and in her hair 

Where light takes dusky shadow for its bride? 


Should there not be about her pageantry, — 
Young minstrels, singing in the paneled room; 
And for her needle’s skill a carven loom 

On which to fashion pictured gallantry? 


One fancies how her long, white hands would dip 
Among the vivid wools; how, on her breast, 
Great pearls, in mated harmony, would rest; 

How, to his knees, an eager page would slip 


To pay her homage. — This were long ago 
And merely whimsy. Lovelier, by far, 
The homely courses of her beauty’s star, 

The graver garments she has found to sew. 


A darning basket, shabby, by her side; 
A little sock; a man’s big, seam-split glove; 
And this is pageantry — of life, of love, 

Of little duties, jeweled with humble pride. 
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THE FIRST KISS IN EDEN 


Eve, did you fall to silence on that day, 
Watching the light, the gold light, break and play 
Through the green boughs of smiling Paradise? 
Did your heart warn you, did you see a tree 
Shaken in sudden, secret ecstasy, 
As you lay dreaming of young Adam’s eyes? 


Did you know rapture only, or strange grief, 
Feeling his lips on yours? Or, past belief, 

Did your swift thoughts to unguessed futures run? 
Or was that moment timeless as you stood 
Close in his arms, within the magic wood, 

Warm from his clasp and from the happy sun? 


Had you no warning that the Kiss would make 
A heart for you, a human heart, to break 

With love on love, with sorrow on distress? 
Could you not vision then the sword that burned, 
The gates which closed forever, as you turned 

From that wide peace you might no more possess? 


Hard were the world-roads to your little feet, 
And Eden paths were green, young Eve, and sweet, 
And womanhood the price that you must pay; 
“But there was Adam’s hand in mind,” she said, 
“And little children on the road ahead; 
And Eden lost was Eden gained that day!” 
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A LITTLE SONG OF FEAR 


Love has more stars in starry sky 

Than we can count. Love has more ways, 
More secret ways, to bind us by 

Than men have dreamed, these many days. 
A whisper runs along the grass — 
Is tt the winds or years which pass? 


And who dares say that when we die 
Young Love dies with us? Who more true 
To Love and Life than you and I, 
And who more brave than I and you? 
A whisper runs along the grass — 
Ts tt the winds or years which pass? 


Oh, Youth is sweet and Love is dear! 
Warm heart sings hot against warm heart, 
Life is a challenge, gay and clear, 
And bids dim, spectral Time depart. 
A whisper runs along the grass — 
Is it the winds or years that pass? 
A shadow falls across the door — 
Love — what lies under Earth’s green floor? 
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AUTUMNAL MAGIC 


Now come the days of keen enchantment; now 
Wild, fairy fires run across the hill 
In buds of flame, to blossom, saffron-clear, 
And scarlet, from the torches of the trees; 
And all the woodland ways are blue with smoke 
Of burning brush. 

And golden days fade out 
To cool, black nights, with little winds that blow 
Straight from the wise and silver-singing stars; 
And frosts, more delicate than lace or foam, 
Weave ancient spells across the sleeping grass. 
Now comes the moon, the hunter’s moon, the moon 
Of crystal and cold fire; now the garden dreams 
Of spring; and tall, late-blooming roses wait, 
Courageously, for death. 

Oh, magic days! 
And, best of all, the magic of the hearth, 
The still enchantment of four magic walls, 
That shut us in, with Beauty as our guest, 
Like tender hands, to hold us, heart to heart. 


69 


THE DEAREST THINGS 


Tuer dearest things in life are those we know 

So well they seem but common, daily things, 
Like children’s laughter, or the sudden glow 

Of sunshine on a passing bird’s fleet wings. 

And all the gentle loveliness of Home, — 

The fire on the hearth, the shining glass, 

Gold honey, dripping fragrant from the comb, — 
The polished silver — china — things that pass 
Half-noticed by our hearts; and yet so dear 
That should we miss them, suddenly, we’d think 
How dark the world had grown! Friendship, clear 
As flawless crystal; sleep and food and drink, 

A well-worn doorstep; some old, cherished book; 
A lighted lamp, — and love to hold us fast; — 
These daily joys — if these should go, we’d look 
To find that all life’s happiness was past. 
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OLD MAGIC 


Tue white moon is a fisher lass, who sails the seas of 
night 

To cast her nets of ivory, her seines of crystal light, 

And catches here and there a star, and now and then a 
prayer 

Which, fallen from young lovers’ lips, drifts upward on 
the air. 


Oh, you who hardly pause to search the city’s dingy 
skies 

For gallant moons in wistful spring, that all undaunted 
rise 

To gild the towered battlements, above the canyoned 
SLreCty 

Have you forgotten cleaner skies, and how the moon 
was sweet 


Above the wide, scent-breathing fields, above the trees’ 
green maze, 

When spring, with lilac-budding breasts, came down the 
country ways, 

With promises for kisses on the red curve of her mouth, 

And little, courtier winds that danced, to greet her, from 
the south? 


Yet whether moon rays argent fall on pavement or on 
lane, 

On hedge or street, they bring to us like rapture and like 
pain; 

No man-built tower shuts them out, not halts their 
magic flight, 

And town or field, young lovers claim the moon — 
beneath her light. 


at 


INTERIM 


Here, on the hill, beneath indiff’rent skies 

I lay my common, mortal burden down, 
The hot and twisted thoughts, the furtive lies, 
The parrot talk of foolish and of wise, 

The ant hill haste of man and beast and town. 


Here I forget confusion of the mind, 

The soul-ship, straining for a new release, 
At fleshy anchors. Here, I come to find 
The rough allegiance of the careless wind, 

The passionless possession of clean peace. 


Here I shall stand until the stars sing out, 
Here lie, upon earth’s brown and vital floor, 

And listen to the sea’s triumphant shout, 

Free for the moment. Then, drained dry of doubt, 
Rise, and depart to battlefields once more. 
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EGO 


Tue world is full of divers woes, 
But why should I repine? 

No lad on stouter shoes there goes 
Than I, my friends, on mine. 


Indeed, the world’s a sorry place; 
But should I, therefore, weep? 

I’ve meat and drink, new dawns to face, 
A cot whereon to sleep. 


The world’s a madman, people say; 
Must I, then, go insane? 

I’ve work — and at the close of day 
Beloved arms to gain. 
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WHITE MAGIC 


In waves of jade, pale-tipped with petal snow, 
Wild May foams up in apple and in pear, 
And bids the little peach trees, laughing, throw 
Their rosy spray on grassy cloisters, where 

The maiden violets delightfully go, 
Tn blue-eyed silence; while, in cleanly air 
Tall lilacs dry their dew-drenched purple hair. 


Like clotted cream, magnolia blossoms lift 
Their smooth, soft hands; and, wildling kin to these, 
In pink and white and gleaming, golden drifts 
The dogwood glimmers through less magic trees 
In startled beauty; and, in dear unthrift, 
Moss-housed, and spending fragrance on the breeze, 
Arbutus breaks in cool and scented seas. 


June sets an em’rald pipe her lips between, 
And from a secret brew of dawn-wine blows 
(Hot folded crimson in a sheath of green,) 
The ardent bubble of a royal rose; 
And we must follow, where, as yet unseen, 
The singing Summer, flower-breasted, goes, 
Toward those far goals that Love, her sister, knows. 
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REMEMBERING 


Tue road I took this morning 
I follow every day, 

It looks on hill and water, 
This dear, familiar way. 


But, oh, the wind this noontide, 
The feel of salt and sun, 

The way the summer wheat fields 
In jade-tipped ripples run — 


Blue distance, bluer weather, 
Gold shadows on the grass, 
Blue dimples on the water, 
And air like clear, blue glass — 


They wove old nets about me; 
Time ceased, and all was still, 

And I was one and twenty, 
With bitter dreams to kill. 


There was that scent about me, 
Of lost and little years, 

And sorrows long forgotten 
Cried out, in sudden tears. 


SONNET BEFORE DAWN 


I KNow a vast nostalgia for the cool 

Fluidity of rivers, flowing deep 

As patient prayer, above great rocks that keep 
Brown, static peace. Or for some hidden pool 
Where no tide stirs; where trees, immobile, lean, 
And night lets fall her stars, to shine and float 
Across its breast; where some deserted boat 
Makes minor melodies among the green 

Drift of tall reeds. I have such urgent need 

Of slow placidity; of winds, too small 

To ruffle gleaming shadows; leaves, that fall 
With perfect languor, as a jade-dark bead 

Slips from a chain. Heart-deep, in such still streams 
I would be cleansed of fevers and old dreams. 
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READING ALOUD 


We've lived so many lives together, here 
In this old room, where paneled walls grow bright 
With rosy lamp-flame; where, when shades are drawn, 
Deep, shabby chairs hold out inviting arms, 
And pipe-smoke rises blue above your head — 
Together we have lived, adventuring 
In lands whose very names are bars of song, — 
In golden Indo-China, Persia, Perth; 
There we have struggled, fought good fights and died; 
There we have loved. And many an English lane 
Has flung cool dew from hedgerows, green and tall, 
On close-clasped hands. And many an open sea 
Has borne us, laughing, on its opal breast, 
In galleons of old, in sailing ships, 
In salt-searred fisher smacks, from magic coast 
To coast, from isle to isle. 

We've lived, we two, 
A thousand years, a thousand lives. We've read 
Old memories into the printed page; 
And now are come to this hushed life of dreams, 
More wonderful than any book has told, 
To count the heartbeats of dead lovers, who 
Live once again upon our meeting lips. 


ME 


SOUL’S HOUSE 


Brick by brick and stone by stone, 
Cellar, roof and wall; 

I have built my house alone, 
Lest it should befall 

That, some strange and stormy night, 
Roofless, I might lie 

Unprotected, from the light 
Of the fateful sky. 


I have built my house; and swept 
Dust from floor and sill; 

Have a breathless vigil kept 
Patiently and still; 

Set a candle by the pane, 
Rose leaves in a jar, 

Flung wide windows to the rain 
Wistful for a star. 


Surely, some day, soon or late, 
I shall hear a hail, 

Know the stranger at the gate, 
Listen, lily-pale; 

. Answer bravely, rise and meet 
Love, who, like the sun 

Gilds the sill with golden feet, 
Guest and host in one. 
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IN THESE DARK WOODS — 


In these dark woods no herb of solace grows, — 
No gentle flowers, reaching up to light; 

No guidepost stands; and no wayfarer knows 
If there be dawn beyond this secret night. 


Deserted fires mark the trail with red, — 
Half-hearted embers, signalling defeat; 
And, here, some soul, adventuring, has fled 

From stone-sharp paths on lacerated feet. 


In these dark woods is loss. But elfin birds 

Flute long enchantment from some hidden spot, 
And one remembers strange and starry words 

And legendary gestures. Time is not 


Nor is there any self. One calls a name, 
Entreating ancient gods; one gathers up 

Slim branches for the purple altar flame, 
And pours libations from an onyx cup. 


No path leads back. And each must serve his day 
In these dark woods, where each must lose his way. 
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WAITING UP— 


Tuis night-still house seems strange with you away, — 
This room, familiar as my hand, is shaped 

To sudden, alien contours; and the stray, 

Light feet of ancient questions have escaped 

From dim, locked alcoves of my mind; and small, 
Half-warning sounds go creeping down the hall. 


If you were home, we'd sit awhile and read, 

Before you’d wind the clock — (so urgent-clear 

Its voice tonight — and yet I never heed 

That round, important cynic when you’re here — ) 
And then you’d stoop your tall, unconquered head 
To locks and hasps — and bid me come to bed. 


Mice in the pantry — little feet, like blind, 
Dry leaves that scamper in an cutumn wind — 


My mind is all insatiate tonight, 

A greedy mouth that gapes for solid food 

Of thoughts that nourish; turns to snatch or bite 
At some old truth, gall-bitter with the good 

Of wholesome answers; baffled, seeks again 

For hard, stale crusts of wisdom or of pain, 


Yet shuts soft teeth on emptiness. I know 
The body balks it! Mine is restless flesh 
That sets a wall between the mind and slow, 
Clear thinking; flails of heavy question thresh 
Mere chaff of worn evasions from the hoard 
Of harvest knowledge generations stored. 


I hear the silver drums of martial rain, 
An east wind trumpets at the rigid pane — 


When you are gone about your work o’ day 
Things are quite sane. I think as much, no more, 
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Than any woman, in her severed way, 

As occupied as ants; whose painted door 

Shuts in her world of intimate, small things, 

Whose floor needs sweeping and whose kettle sings — 


Tonight — yet why tonight? — I am as far 
From house and time and you, and from myself 
As some unseen and self-sufficient star 

In other heavens; or as some green elf 

That scarcely bends a slender blade of grass, 
And spins, of dew, a domicile of glass. 


A motor passes — purring — slithers by 
On streets wet-black beneath a dripping sky — 


We speak so seldom of the things that seem 

Blood-close; and then, in broken, frightened words 

That flee from echoes, futile as a dream, 

Or shatter, like the beating wings of birds 

Against a pane, inexorable, at night — 

(They loved, and sought, but could not bear, the 
light — ) 


We say “I love you!’ — stammer out how much, 
And turn to other speech; or to the old, 
Accustomed silences of kiss or touch 

That pour expression in the rosy mould 

Of flesh; and fall, so widely, of the mark, 

With wistful gropings in a burning dark. 


A fly goes blundering about the room, 
Insistent buzzing as a fancied doom — 


Do you regret lost wonder — ? days that went 

In gold and scarlet; when uncaring earth 

Was minted new — for us — a coin we spent 
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In bright bazars of ecstasy and mirth; 
When halting speech was revelation’s verge, 
When incompletion was a silken scourge? 


Do you regret the days before that swift 

Together-homing? When your path was wide 

To young, unshackled feet; when you dared drift 

With every wind and with the moon-mad tide? 

We women bless, unborn, the way we go — 

But men are — somehow — trapped —and do not 
know — 


Across the sill, the child stirs in his rest, 
Does he draw dreams, with milk, from this my breast? 


How brave we are, loud-planning for the road 
Downhill — what gallant words we find to say, — 
“When we are old — ”’ and, “when desire’s goad 
No longer urges; when the red grows grey, 

That shall be best —!” Oh, are these kindly lies; 
Truth, or the bandage for evading eyes? 


Hand fast in hand and heart to heart we tread 

The little bridge of years — what of the end? 

There is one word — (men speak it, saying “dead”’) — 
We do not utter. It is not our friend — 

But what you think and what I think as well 

We neither know, nor, lonely lovers, tell — 


I hear the car drive in — so soon you'll come 
And speak with me that language of the dumb. 


Ill meet you, kiss you, touch your coat and say, 

“You're not wet through?” And, “Are you tired, 
dear? 

The dinner — was it good? You liked the play, 
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Found it amusing? Yes, I stayed right here, 
And waited up — and missed you.— Was the car 
On good behaviour? Dear — how late you are!”’ 


You'll answer, sleepily; you'll stretch, and tell 
How “company affairs” are dull, but how, 
From first to last, it all went very well, 

The speeches too — And, sudden, as a plough 
Releases from sharp stones the rich, dark land 
Ill find my sanity beneath my hand — 


And then, you'll sleep — contented, I shall lie 
Beside you — knowing not, nor caring, why — 


MASQUERADE 


Topay the seasons halted in their swing, 
And, breathless, slid to a fantastic pause, 
While old enchantments, in their grave clothes, rode, 
Witch-wise, the golden broomstick of the wind, 
With faint, ironic laughter. And I found 
In some gray, cobwebbed storehouse of the mind 
Forgotten garments of a regal grief, 
The purple trappings of an outlived dream, 
Most curiously wrought; and tried them on, 
As children, playing im old attics wear 
The habits of another age, for joy 
In fleeting masquerade. 
So, for an hour, 

I wore my lovely sorrow once again, 
And laughed to see where Time, the moth, had fed, 
And where the gorgeous dyes of passions paled 
To blurred and senseless patterns; how the robe 
No longer fell in somber dignity, 
But, scantly fashioned to maturer use. 
Here bound; and here fell short; and here was rent 
By rodent years, with sharp, profaning teeth — 
And thus — 

I came to know such tenderness 
As mothers feel, who finally put away 
With slow, remembering hands, the little dress 
The child once wore, who long ago, outgrew 
Such simple needs, and has forgotten them 
In more enduring garments of brown earth 
That all the silver needles of the rain 
With silken strands of flower light and shade 
Eternally embroider and renew. 
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VACUUM 


Nay, even Sappho must have known fleet, 
Uncoloured moments, when the driving mind 
Hushed, like the falling of an urgent wind 

To empty peace; and when the body’s sweet 
Consuming flesh was silent, and there beat 

No pulses passional, for that a kind, 

Still stupor held her, and her eyes were blind 
To fame and fervour; then, her sandaled feet 
Felt earth beneath them and no more; she knew 
To be alive and in the sun were best 

Unsinging, and unloving; and she went 

To gather flowers, wedding mauve with blue, 
And bared to them that torn, unmated breast, 
Or sat a while — and smiled — and was content. 
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HARBOURS 


Tur harbours of the world are quick with life; 
Ships swinging with the urgencies of tide, 
Ships with proud foreheads, threatening the stars, 
Ships that know storm; and ships that know the roads 
To distant docks in distant lands; strange ships 
With stranger names, names hot with wine and spice, 
Or cool with virgin fortresses of snow. 
This were Adventure! Blindly to embark 
And mount the blue back of the stallion, Sea, 
Beneath the flag of various Romance. 
This were Delight! Or so I dreamed it once — 
But now — but now — 
A hand upon the latch, 

The brown and shining table laid for tea, 
The driftwood logs that burn both salt and sun, 
And kiss the old blue china, piece by piece 
To braver lustre. 

Dusk, and rising winds 
That blow the adolescent moon-flame high, 
The cynic clock that briefly points to five; 
And you, with quiet eyes intent on mine. 
Half sentences, low phrases, broken off 
Like coloured silks; and lovely silences. 
Here is the Harbour of the True Romance, 
And here more leagues of unexplored delight 
Than ever ship weighed anchor for. And here, 
Within these walls, within two eager hearts, 
Dear passports to Adventure, signed and sealed. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS 


Tue lamplight’s kind to such adventures! Rain 

Beats futile wings against the shining pane, 
Night builds her deep, dark nest; 

The shabby chair invites — not one, but two, 

And from its depths may rise, in whorls of blue, 
That cloud your heart loves best. 


T’ll turn the pages; you shall smoke and look — 
What dreams-come-true live sweetly in this book! 
What Happy Isles and fair! 
Suppose this house were built for you and me, 
This garden ours, green feet in the sea, 
The blue sea, Anywhere! 


Choose! Frame or brick? Choose! Wood or hill or 
shore? 
Fit setting for the House — for two — or more! 
Each page so well reveals, 
Full argosies of treasure, printed clear, 
With young, gold cargo, heartward bound and dear, 
On even-riding keels! 


Come — lay the book aside; the lamp burns low, 
The clock makes loud the silence, ticking slow, 
Hark to the noisy rain! 
Sometime — some day — and Love shall build in stone 
A fairy castle Love may call his own, 
Here — or in Spain! 
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THE DOORWAY 


I wonpver if the Door to Paradise, — 
That Paradise of quiet, homely folk 
Who love time-mellowed wood and gleaming brass 
And great simplicities — shall be like this 
Old doorway of an ancient house that sets 
Its sunny face to still, tree-bordered streets, 
And, with its sturdy feet in garden paths 
Looks, dreaming, toward the hilltops and the sea; 
A friendly door, the lintel sweetly worn 
Uneven, by the feet of eager years; 
A door that reaches out like blessed arms 
In lovely welcome — ? 
Birds are not too shy 
To venture on this sill with mincing steps, 
And apple blossoms in the wistful spring 
Lie, as a carpet, there — 
A door that stands 

Wide to the sun and happy air, and is 
The colour of glad dreams, of memories, 
Of laughter, love, and children’s drowsy smiles 
And fine tradition. - 

Look beyond and see 
The easeful rooms that wait on weariness, 
With flowers gentle, or on frosty nights 
Gallant with flame upon the blackened hearth — 
Oh, surely Heaven has just such a door, 
As open as God’s heart — familiar as 
A well-belovéd face, and steeped in peace, 
That simple folk who enter in may say, 
Forgetting the bewilderment of death, 
“How good it is! How comforting and dear, 
This waiting door — this guarding door of Home!” 
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THREE SONNETS FOR MY LITTLE SON 
I 


Dark Petrarch never set himself to hymn 

His Laura’s beauty, in a higher flame 

Of candid worship, wrought no more to name 
The shining wonder of her face and limb 

Than I, in unenchanted words and dim, 

Your body’s elfin magic seek to frame, 

When, slumber halting swift your bedtime game, 
Your waking knows a rosy interim. 


Now, with locked eyes and wide-flung arms you lie, 
Lost in some dream I may not know nor share; 
Your dancing dimples still, your vagrant feet 
Pursuing some bright trail across the sky, 

To track a dog star to his hidden lair 

In that far world where dreams and babies meet. 


II 


Oh, I am glad of you the dear day long, 

Your very mischief holds my heart in thrall, 
From laughing dawntide to reluctant fall 

Of drowsy dusk; as whimsical as song 

Your new-learned footsteps stagger, swift, and throng 
The threshold of my duties. Like a wall 
(Which at the trumpet-sound of Love must fall) 
I build my barriers — but cobweb strong — 

To shelter from the jealous gods my pride 

And deprecate, with tinsel words, delight, 
Reveal myself a less besotted thing! 

And try, with makeshift veils of gauze to hide 
That secret garden, budding day and night, 

In which the waters of my worship spring. 
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Il 


I look at you, oh, darling, tear-smudged face, 
And speak parental words of harsh intent, 
While, momently, my very soul is rent 

With agonies of love, that I may trace 

In rosy flesh, the memorable embrace 

Of happy lovers, welded in content, 

Which is not lost, but now is resident 

In your bright limbs and flowing, childish grace. 


Oh, Love that breathes and has a little voice, 
Born sweetly of our love, I cannot know 

A further miracle than this — you are 

And once were not. And, coming without choice 
Through dark and waiting and the earthy throe, 
Slipped to my bosom like a fallen star. 
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COSTLY THINGS 


FatrYLAND is bought with pain, 
Magic’s price is woe, 

Those who feel Enchantment’s kiss 
Taste o’ tears must know. 


Beauty costs a man his soul, 
Love may cost him more, 
Dreams are stinging, elfin salt 

In an open sore. 


These be very costly things, 
Debtors are aware, 

He who does not wish to pay 
All his life goes bare. 
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LEGEND 


Now remembered music 
Quickens ancient grief, 
That we outlive sorrow 


Is a child’s belief. 


Scarlet foam of summer 
Burns against the sky, 
That green joy is deathless 

Is a nursemaid’s lie. 
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IN THE ATTIC 


Rain on the slanting attic roof; and through 
The little, leaded panes, the dear, wet breath 
Of lilacs, shaking out their purple hair, 
And new turned earth. 

Here, in the silver gloom, 
The fat, brass-studded trunks yield up to us 
Their several secrets. Letters, bound with blue, 
And stiff-posed pictures, yellow with the years; 
A tiny dress, fine stitch set by fine stitch; 
Old lace, a book of poems, and buckled shoes, 
Strapped at the ankle — What small feet she had, 
That little lady who danced through the soles! 
The ball-gown next, still rosy and still sweet 
With some forgotten perfume; here, the mark 
Beneath the fichu, where his flowers smiled, 
Above her rounded waist, the evening through — 
Is this his likeness? Uniformed and grave, 
Yet, somehow, debonnaire? And this his sword, 
And these his letters from the battle-field? 
How dark it grows! Upon the attic roof 
The twisted, silver fingers of the rain 
Tap urgently — Come, light the candles — See 
The shadows leap to life on beam and wall — 
And, listen — from the fat, brass-studded trunks 
The little voices of the past cry out 
To beg our recognition. Wistful ghosts, 
Dim with the dust of buried years, beseech 
Our tenderness. For what they were, we are; 
What we shall be, they were. Immortally, 
They live in us. From sword and script and gown, 
From cashmere shawl and buckle are we sprung, 
For these be symbols; here is living soil 
From which our youth has blossomed, free and glad, 
Tomorrow’s fruit with roots in yesterday! 
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THE SEA 


My naked flesh has felt the wild salt lips 

Of little, kissmg waves; my heart has known 
Nostalgia for tall, star-guided ships 

By gray winds harried and by blue winds blown 
Across that highway, fluctuant and stirred 

By woman-moods, by woman-whims, by swift, 
Bright ardours, vagrant as the nomad bird; 

And I have felt the blood within me lift 

To white drums of the surf on rock-rimmed sand, 
Forcing surrender, where the dual sea 

Turns male, to mate him with the soft, brown land 
In bruising rapture and long ecstasy — 

These things I know; and, slave to knowledge, turn 
From still allurement of the inland ways 

To salt-burned roads, whereon, one day to learn 
How cleanly there, a man might end his days. 
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CUBAN PASTELS 


BEFORE SUNRISE 
A wortp of half tints, faintly, sweetly flushed, 
A world on rosy tiptoe, eager, hushed 
A dew fresh waiting world, which lingers, free 
Upon the shores of Day’s great, golden sea. 
Poised like the straight, young body of a boy 
Ivory and rose, who laughs in careless joy 
Above the river’s brink, and breathing deep 
Flings wide his arms before the final leap. 


A world of song; of feathered throats a-flute, 
With every tree a swaying, emerald lute, 
While, in the green aisles, heralding the Morn, 
I hear the little Minstrel Wind of Dawn! 


SIESTA 


A long white road — thick with fine dust, 
An oxceart toiling up the hill — 

A breathless silence hot and still, 

And like a sudden rapier thrust, 

A tall palm piercing to the skies, 

A drowsy bird, its song half sung — 

And Day, an athlete who has flung 
Himself to rest and dream, until 

The hour strikes for him to rise 

From sleep-drenched moments in the sun, 
And clear his languid heavy eyes 

To face with newborn strength and will 
The race toward night that he must run. 


Moonris& 
The gilt-green twilight fades into the dark, 
Throbbing to silence like a plaintive lyre, 
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A star gleams, single, like a transient spark 
Struck from the anvil of the sunset fire. 
Hilted in polished ebony and jade, ‘ 
The crescent moon’s: sharp scimitar of light 
Unsheathes a silver slender curving blade 
From the black silken scabbard of the night. 
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FOR ESTHER AT GRADUATION 


“Beyond the Alps lies Italy—’’ Oh, grave, 
Blue, fearless eyes, and gallant, shining head; 

Oh, nineteen years, so gaily, purely sped 

To heartbeats glad as music and as brave — 
Beyond the Alps — In truth, my Very Best, 
You’ve far to journey; and the Alps are high, 
And you in many a Wayside Inn must lie 

And many a dawn shall light you on your quest, - 
Before you reach that fabulous, far land; 

So, take upon your travels, Hope of Love, 

And Love of Hope; Red Wine of Dreaming take, 
White Bread of Courage. In your cool, young hand 
The staff of Youth is iron; and above 

One sleepeth not, but watcheth, for your sake. 
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WITHOUT REBELLION 


Lone ago, my lover said, 
(Briefly poet) things 

Which assailed my heart like swift, 
Memorable wings. 


“Agate eyes and damson mouth, 
Hair like amber silk, 

Little throat, cupped to a kiss. 
Fine and smooth as milk —”’ 


Long ago — how long ago? 
Whispers I recall 

When, with frightened eyes, I pass 
Mirrors on the wall. 


Strange that children’s hands should blur 
Contours, clean and clear 

Curious that kitchen ways 
Should make havoc here — 


Long ago, my lover said — 
(Fifty years or ten?) 

Little, lost and lovely things, 
Much as other men. 
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FEAR 


I am not afraid of Life! Life is full of laughter, 
Life is full of swinging birds, winging helter-skelter; 
There are skies of Arcady, moon-bathed nights for you 
and me. 
And for every bitter wind, one may find a shelter. 


I am not afraid of Death! Death is full of silence — 
Death is full of tenderness, cooling, healing hands; 
There are flowers at one’s feet, there is darkness deep 

and sweet, 
And the glad adventuring into unknown lands. 


But I am afraid of Love! Love can don strange guise, 
Love is like a candle-flame, blotted with a breath, 
Love comes as an arméd host, or by night a glim’ring 

ghost — 
Love is neither Day nor Night; neither Life nor 
Death! 
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CLANDESTINE 


Frank y, I have loved these things, 
Sun-tanned hands and strong, 

Eyes of shallow light and shade, 
Words which haunt like song. 

I have bid revealing winds 
Blow, at their good will, 

Sweeping doubt and wisdom’s dust 
From Love’s well-worn sill. 

What I loved in sunshine’s blaze, 
Now lies veiled in rain; 

Things loved all too openly, 
Brought me only pain! 


Now, in secret ways I love 
The first star’s amber thorn, 

Silver shavings from the moon, 
Little birds at dawn. 

I have gathered to my breast, 
Jealously and hushed, 

Sunset-sword in wounded skies, 
White clouds, fever-flushed. 

Things I love all secretly, 
Silent — silent — sweet — 

Are like far, faint violins 
To my lonely feet! 
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THE MAGIC YEAR 


Tuis magic year of yours and mine has found the ways 
of spring, 

And now remembers little moons that, clear as laughter, 
swin. 

Above the budding tree and bush, and does not now 
forget 

The scent of purple lilacs with the dew of dark nights 
wet. 


This year of yours and mine has felt, beneath enchanted 
feet, 

The lazy roads of summer time, so idle-warm and sweet; 

Has climbed the rounded summer hills that overlook the 
sea, 

Where primrose dawn and star-pulsed night awaited 
you and me. 


This year of yours and mine has reached the highest, 
furthest hill, 

And saffron autumn lies beyond, blue-misted, wine-cool, 
still; 

We'll take each others’ hands and run to bathe us in the 
light 

Of russet hunter’s moons that woo the wild, black 
geese to flight. 


We'll kiss her tawny eyes to sleep at last, as you kiss 
mine, 

When we have raced through all her trails and drunk 
deep of her wine; 

And when the white horse, winter, rides, unbridled, 
past our door, 

We'll sit beside our hearth and dream one little new 
dream more. 
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And oh, this magic year of ours within our hearts shall 
rest, 

Through all the magic years to come — the first — but 
not the best! 
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MIRACLES 


Tue dawn shall dry the little tears of night, 
Which cobweb, gossamer, the wet, green grass; 
The strange, eternal spell of dark shall pass, 

Before the strange, eternal spell of light! 


Day steals to us on silent, rosy feet, 
With primrose hair unbound, and gay, blue eyes; 
The last star draws her curtain, and the skies 
With crimson pulses of the morning beat. 


Through leaf and bough there ripples thrill on thrill; 
Small, feathered priests their matins have begun; 
Grey mist veils, in the fingers of the sun 

Slip from the lovely shoulders of the hill. 


Pure, beaten gold the waves of morning break 
To opal spray, white cloud — foam crested — curled; 
Beneath dawn’s kiss, the Sleeping Beauty, world 

A young, enchanted princess must awake. 


The little people light autumnal fires; 
Each tree a crimson banner bravely flies; 
And, like a glad, clear song to heaven rise 
The high and rev’rent loveliness of spires. 


Oh, ancient glory, whose bright feet have trod 
Earth’s ancient ways these xons; can it be 
That, in his heart, his sightless eyes on thee, 

The careless fool hath said, “There is no God!” 
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THE UNFORGOTTEN 
(Rupert Brooke — April 23, 1915) 


SprinG walks in wonder on Aegean seas, 

As opulent as summer; do you hear, 

Oh, Heart, to whom her budding ways were dear, 
The gray-green whisper of the olive trees, 

The little gleaming waves at wayward play 

Upon the shores of Scyros, where, they say 

The scent of thyme goes singing down the breeze, 
And poppies open, like the dawn of day? 


Surely you hear and know! Yet Death were kind 
To still your pulse to spring, and banish her — 
Lest you remember — blackbirds, and the blue 
Breath of the violets — the Channel wind 

Setting the tender hawthorn leaves astir, 
Dreaming in hedgerows, wet with English dew. 
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SMALL MAGIC 


PrrRILowvs enchantments 

Cry from little things, 
Purple plumes of lilacs, 

Birds with painted wings — 


Valley lilies shaking 
Little ivory bells, 

These be elfin wonders 
Weaving small, still spells — 


Green stars veiled with twilight, 
Gardens in the sun, 

And the kiss of nightfall 
When the day is done. 
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THE YOUNG HUNTSMAN 


Turovuau the gray aisles of the stark, November trees 
We saw him pass by, urgent as a fire. 

Love, the young Huntsman, riding with the breeze; 
Red in the distance, the little Fox, Desire. 


Home with the pale moon, home with the star, 
Home with his quarry, hunted to the death, 

Oh, but the Red Fox rode him fast and far; 

Love, the young Huntsman, draws a weary breath. 


Blinds down and lamplight, veiling starry eyes, . 
Off with the silver spurs, gone the scarlet coat, 
Love, the young Huntsman, grown old and wise, 
Sits by the fireside, incredibly remote. 


Close by the chimney shelf, close the Huntsman keeps, 
Nods in an armchair, dreaming of the chase; 

Love has killed Desire; now he sits and sleeps, 

Gray and regretful, for a little space. 


106 


' A GARDEN IN MITYLENE 


** To Bliss Carman ”’ 


Characters 
SAppPHo orf LEsBos 
GorGco 
ANDROMEDA 
Dica Pupils of Sappho 
ATTHIS 
Tue New Poupin 
CLEIS (Sappho’s daughter) 
Time 


About six centuries before the Christ 


Scene 

A garden in Mitylene. Roses are everywhere. Ilex trees, 
dark and tall, build a circle around grouped marble 
benches. At intervals, four short columns are placed, 
topped with alabaster lamps. Woods, serene and 
cultivated, form the background. It is the hour of 
early twilight, and as the day departs, lights prick 
out, dimly, in the distance. In the centre of the garden 
a fountain is singing secretly. On the grass and 
benches five pupils of the Sapphic School recline. As 
the tale commences and the curtain rises a sound of 
singing dies away, and Gorgo, taking a garland of 
roses from her own shining head, crowns laughingly 
the singer. 


Gorgo. 
Well sung, my little sister! 
Andromeda (as Dica lays the flute aside). 
Thank thee, Gorgo. 


It is the gracious hour of the day 
When light goes languidly to the embrace 
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Of stars and silence. I could sing, I think, 

A hundred dreams at twilight. See! Beyond 
The arrogance of hills, the tallest trees, 

The lamp of Hesperus is lighted. How 

It glows and trembles — 


Gorgo. ; 
There’s a song, my friends, 

More magical than mortal music; clear 

As happy tears which wet the slim, white feet 


Of Aphrodite — 


Dica. 
Lovers’ tears, that fall 


Delightfully, and leave no sting of salt. 


Andromeda. 
Sappho says that tears — 


Gorgo (interrupting her). 
Where is she now? 
Where is she, the Belovéd, the divine? 
I have not seen her, not since primrose dawn. 
Look, how the purple roses droop and long 
For her who tended them, their sister rose — 
Where is she now? 


Andromeda. 
Blonde Dica saw her go, 
Alone and silent, toward the tree-hid shrine 
Of Hermes. 


Dica. 
Is she not much changed of late? 
Sadder, more grave? It seems so seldom now 
That she companions us at play. I fear — 
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Gorgo. 


Dica. 


What dost thou fear? 


No matter. Let it pass. 


The New Pupil (she is very young and timid). 


Alone, she spoke with me but once; the day 

I saw her first. She was most sweet, most kind, 
Bade me to sing, to play. Her eyes are dark, 
And very strange. Her voice is like fine gold; 
Nay, more like wine. It crept into my veins 
And set my blood a-quiver, as the air 

Dances, beneath the sun. Why are her eyes 

So strange and dark? 


Dica. 
Divinity is dark, 
And genius strange. She is the restless child 
Of tides, swayed by the changeful moon, and 
caught 
Captive, in lovely flesh. 
Gorgo. 
T think she frets 
Against the rosy bonds. 
Andromeda. 


She never seems 
All mortal. She is like the fireflies, 
Like starshine on the sea; like laughing dew 
Across the oleander. 


The New Pupil (shyly). 


Would that she 
Might turn her eyes to mine again. She smiled 
The day I sang for her, and clapped her hands — 
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What little hands she hath! I heard her say, 
To Dica, there, my parents had done well 

To send me here. And almost I forgot 

To weep for Samos and my playmates three, 
So kind she was. 


Andromeda. 
But she is always kind, 
When she’s not cruel — 


The New Pupil. 
And thou canst name her thus? 
Gorgo (smiling). 
The gods are ever cruel and she’s half-god. 


Dica (turning at a sound). 


Here’s Cleis, robed in saffron. How the child 
Grows tall, like any flower. ; 


(Cleis, a dark child who has seen some nine years, runs 
through the woodland path and drops to the ground 
in the garden, her head on Gorgo’s knee.) 

Cleis. 

I have searched 
The woods and gardens through. Where hath 
she hid, 
Sappho, my mother? 
Gorgo (her hand on the child’s forehead). 


She’s not far, my Heart. 
How warm thou art with running! Close thine 


eyes 
And rest. The night is come. 


Andromeda. 


Now are we here, 
All here, the little friends. 
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Dica. 
Save Atthis. She — 
Cleis (drowsily). 
Was close behind me in the wood. We played 
At hide-and-seek. I saw her rainbow robe 
Glint, through the trees. Then, as I called her 
name, 
She slipped from sight — was gone — 


Gorgo (gravely glad). 
Hush, little bird, 
I hear the brushing of the mother-wing. 


Dica. 


The stars are brighter now. 


Andromeda. 
: Be still. She comes. 
(All rise. Sappho, in lavender, her dusk hair filleted 
with purple, walks slowly through the garden. The 
night lies over heavy in her eyes. Atthis, very slender, 
girdled with scarlet lilies, is beside her.) 
All (with a sound as of sighing). 


Sappho! Sappho! 


Sappho. (As Cleis leaps up and running to her hides 
her head against her mother’s waist.) 
Gently, little bud! 
Thy hands, my friends. And greetings. Lo, at eve 
I find thee gleaming whitely from the dusk, 
Like pale night-flowers, very still and sweet. 
And who hath made new songs for me, whilst I 
Was gone from her? 


Several (together). 
I! Gorgo here! And I! 
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Sappho (lying on the centre bench, one arm behind her 
head). 
Come, sit beside me — there — and at my knees. 
Thou, Dica, trim the lamps. The night is black 
And very windless. Cleis, lie thee down — 
How hushed it is! 


Dica (as the rose alabaster lamps flare wp more brilliantly). 


And yet the silence sings, 
Now thou art come. 


Sappho. 
It sings in sorrow then. 
Gorgo, thine eyes are wonderful tonight. 
And how Andromeda is flower-flushed! 
But that pale child who croucheth far from me 
Has little, fluttered breasts, like startled doves. 


(To the new pupil) 
Wilt thou be happy here with us, thou small, 
Sweet stranger, with the tawny, fawn-shy 

glance? 

Nay, answer not! I know that thou shalt be 
Both happy — and despairing. Tell me then 
What wilt thou say to them at Samos, when, 
Returning hence, thou leavest us bereft 
Of thy young, tender beauty; when the blue 
Delights of thine Aegean claim thee, and 
Thy lonely comrades kiss thy mouth once more. 


What whispers of her breathe upon the light 
Samian air? 


The New Pupil. 
Mine isle shall hear me sing. 
Ah, would I were Alecaeus, Sappho’s friend, 
That justly I might celebrate her fame — 
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Sappho. 
Who loves me most shall most forbear to fling 
Twice idle rumours to sardonic winds. 
Tell, child, thy folk in Samos of my song, 
Half love, whole sorrow. Tell them how my 

heart 

Is torn with tiny talons. Tell them I 
Have worshipped only Beauty; and have been 
Faithless, forlorn, and bitterly desired, 
And most unbearably alone. 


Atthis (who leans against the bench where Sappho lies). 
Sappho! 
Sappho (to her). 
Thou tremblest, little lover, as the beech 
In hostile winds. 


Atthis. 
I am afraid — afraid! 
Sappho. 
Thy love hath been as planet light to star; 
Steadfast; effulgent; undisturbed by change. 
I shall requite thee for it. Men shall praise 
The face which blossoms purely from the slim, 
Greek vase of thine enchanting body; they 
Shall hymn thee through the unborn centuries, 
In days when thy dear beauty flowers up 
From fruitful earth, in hyacinth, and cool 
Sunlight of daffodils; in days when I, 
The Singer and the Lover, shall drift past 
The careless lips of men in voiceless dust, 
And all these little, gentle, lovely hours 
Have passed, with passion, into peace; thy 
name 
Shall triumph clearly over Time; thy face 
Shall stir all men — the face they may not see; 
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And thou shalt be each man’s most secret dream, 
Because I loved thee, Atthis, in a day 
Bygone. 


Atthis (sombrely). 
Yea. Loved! A wistful word — and now? 


Sappho (with weariness). 
I know not. 


Dica (with a gesture). 
Look! The silver-swimming moon! 
Sappho. 
T heard her coming as I crossed the path, 
Beyond the wood, but saw her not. She hath 
Exquisite ways; Selene, secret, slow — 
Her feet were music on the starry steps, 
I heard her whisper to the shaken tree; 
She is more beautiful than Dawn, wild Dawn, 
The rosy traitor, Dawn, who, smiling, severs 
The clasping arms of lovers. 
Gorgo. 
Wert thou lonely 
All this day without thy loyal comrades, 
Sappho? 
Sappho. 
I am ever very lonely; 
Yet loneliest when, mouth to mouth, I lie 
Embraced; and watch my silent soul sit by 
Immeasurably distant and divorced 


From kiss and clasp and singing, drunken 
flesh — 


The New Pupil (as to herself). 
I do not understand — 


114 


Sappho. 
Thrice blesséd child! 


Andromeda. 
There’s chill abroad —the flowers start and 
shake, 
The ee sounds like tears. The birds are 
still. 


Sing to us, Sappho! 


Sappho. 

Not tonight. I dare not. 
Stay. Shall I tell thee of my solitary, 
My uncompanioned day? I followed, far, 
The jesting sunlight, upward, to the shrine, 
The white, wise shrine of Hermes. As I strayed 
The hours passed me on soft, eager feet 
Leaving no mark. And in the emerald shade 
Of dancing trees, I saw a flame leap up, 
A sheet of sullen, scarlet lilies pulsed, 
Impassioned, naked, wholly of the earth — 
Hot heartbeats, blossomed. 


Gorgo (with a litile envy). 
Atthis wears them now — 
Sappho. 
Before the lovely ardour of her mouth 
My lilies pale. 


Dica. 
And when thy fill of them 
Hadst gathered, Sappho? 


Sappho. 
es Then I sought the sea. 
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Andromeda. 


And didst encounter no one on the way, 
Not startled dryad, leaping from the tree, 
Nor fur-eared faun? 


Sappho. 
Not god, nor demi-god, 
Divinely stirred across my path. Until 
Returning cityward I came, I met 
One mortal only. 


Atthis (lazily). 
Flower girl, or old, 
Bent woman from the vivid market place. 


Sappho. 
A boy — scarce man. 
Dica. 
A trader out of Rhodes? 
A fisher-lad, mayhap, or shepherd youth? 
Sappho. 


There was, I think, a savour of the sea 

About him. He was brown as Pan, the Wild, 
The Goatfoot; he was slim as that dear youth 
Adonis, loving, slew. He spoke no word, 

But stood aside that I might pass. My arms 
Were full of lilies. 


Andromeda (curiously). 
Then he knew thee not? 
Sappho. 
He knew me. Who in shining Mitylene, 
Nay, in all Hellas, knows me not? He knew, 
Yet spoke no word. It was upon that shore, 
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By white cliffs guarded that we passed. I 
smiled; 
Then, he was gone. 


Atthis (suddenly). 
Ah, Sappho, there is deep, 
New knowledge in thine flower-lidded eyes! 


Sappho (out of dreams). 
A wind blew cold upon me from the sea, 
The waves turned restless, and a mist crept up 
To lay gray hands upon my heart. I seemed 
To die a hundred little deaths — 


Gorgo. 
Who was 
The stranger, Sappho? 


Sappho (slowly). 
In the crowded town, 
Returning, I made inquiry. They know 
Him there. He’s not of Mitylene, they say — 


Atthis (with insistence). 


His name? 
Sappho. 
His name? What doth it matter? Phaon. 
(A silence falls). 
Sappho. 
Depart. The lamps burn out. The moon will 
light 


Thy several ways with beauty. Go. I would 
Be quite alone. I follow. Atthis, set 
A lamp within thy window. I shall seek 
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Accustomed paths ’ere Dawn. My friends, 
farewell, 
Sleep sound — and dream — 


All (save Atthis). 


Thou too! Farewell — farewell— 


(They go out in silence. Cleis, half asleep, lingers.) 
leis. 
Mother, may I stay? 


Sappho (touching her shoulder). 
Go with the rest, 
Dear little soul. 
(Reluctant, Cleis goes. Alone in the sleeping garden, 
Sappho rises and lifts her arms to the sky. The 
moonlight is on her.) 


Sappho. 

Selene, goddess, cold, 
Grant me thy silver blood. Mine burns too red; 
Lend me thy high detachment and thy slow, 
Strange, measured progress of celestial ways. 
The Friends were very grave and sweet tonight, 
But they are children. I am old, am old, 
With heavy burdens. Aphrodite, Queen, 
Break not my heart. Iam so sick of Love, 
So sick of Sorrow. Gods, who made me fair, 
Who made me mortal, who have breathed in me 
A soul which mates not, nor is satisfied 
With alien matings; gods, whose child I am, 
Take pity! Set me free! Let me go out 
As music. Let me pass in song and flame! 
Betray me not, white-throated Cyprian, 
Who fired me with Love and Love of Love, 
Grant me long peace. Lo, I have looked this day 
In certain eyes. What pharos beckons there? 
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Baie smiled, those eyes. One only smiles like 
that, 
Tronic, tender — and his name is Death. 
(She is silent and walks slowly from the garden. At the 
circle of tlex trees she turns.) 


Sappho. 


Death, the last Lover! Death, the much desired! 
Ah, harried Sappho, plaything of the gods, 
Go to his breast at thine appointed time. 
Thou shalt find satisfaction in his kiss, 
Completion comes with knowledge of his ways. 
Faithless thou art. The little Friends will weep 
And cast their lutes aside. But they will smile 
When Spring laughs out in blossoms, and the 
small 
Frog people of the marsh set tinkling shrill 
Their jade and silver bells. Death hath a cool, 
Tronic mouth, and eyes not blind to youth. 
Thou canst be faithful, Sappho, in his arms — 
The gift of love is wonderful; the gift 
Of song an aching beauty in the night; 
But Death hath passions holier than love, 
And silence, infinitely lyrical, 
Wordless and deep. I am so tired, gods! 
Bid Atropos make sharp her shining shears; 
Should she deny me, mine are steel-strong hands, 
To cut the thread. And, when I come, rejoice, 
For it shall be to Freedom that I pour 
In blood and tears, in ecstasy and song, 
My last libation from the cup of Life. 
(A cloud passes over the moon. When it clears the garden 
ts empty of all save the beauty of flowers, the sterility of 
moonlight and the singing waters of a fountain.) 


Tre END 
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